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Aesthetics 
Malory Bryana Klocke 
Years oflife packed into the greenness of her eyes; 
Fresh innocence bouncing off the hollows of mine. 
Though she's seen so much and I none, 
Both pairs of eyes hunt eagerly around at the tumultuous coast. 
A vast pelican lands behind us on the pier. 
Without a word, we walk, cameras in hand, to get a closer shot, 
To capture the pure, colossal beauty in one claustrophobic frame. 
I stop long before Grandma, who continuously inches forward, 
Even as the pelican soars for her in a flutter of gray and white feathers. 
I stand frozen, salty lips parted, as the bird takes her head from view, 
No time to yell the million thoughts splashing roughly on my brain. 
Why didn't you duck? It was going to eat you! 
I wanted a good picture. 
My grandma, mother, and I pushed our stiff plastic chairs back from the white 
rimmed glass table and stood up, the grating of the metal on the concrete grinding 
in our ears. Grandpa stayed comfortably in his chair, with his long legs stretched 
out and crossed in front of him. His hands were clasped behind his balding head -
which actually had the same lack of hair as I could remember from years back - and 
he was gazing out across the ocean. 
"Are you sure you don't want to come down to the pier, grandpa?" I would 
always double-check my grandpa's decisions, especially if they were different from 
what I was dOing. As I waited for Grandpa to say the usual retort - I'm fine here, run 
along; Who else is going to pay the bill while you ladies are running on the beach; 
ok, I'll go if you stay here and keep an eye on the pigeons - I noticed Grandma and 
Mom were already down the beach and at the pier. I toppled left and right, trying to 
run through the slippery sand. 
As we strolled down the unfinished plank wood stairs and out onto the pier 
that stretched far into the salty mass of sea, we struggled to take in every aspect of 
the atypical world around us. The vast expanse of rough, dark water speckled with 
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crooked, jagged white lines sketched a vividly different image upon our retinas than 
did the flat, green, and corn-covered landscapes of our home in Iowa. The sting on 
the back of our throats from the salty air being drawn into our lungs; the smell of 
saltwater, fish, and grilled food offending our nostrils; and the constant squawk of 
the swarms of seagulls, pelicans, and pesky pigeons, were nauseatingly harsh yet 
pleasantly unknown. 
We were obvious tourists, like reflecting red rubber boots thrown against dull 
beige carpet. As we scoured the pier and surrounding landscape with our eyes, our 
hands held tightly to our awaiting cameras. If Mom or Grandma saw anything of 
interest it was immediately pointed out to everyone, and between the three of us, 
pictures were snapped from every possible vantage point. The constant click, click, 
click of the cameras was almost entirely drowned out by the sounds of the flocking 
pigeons begging for food around the feet oflocals eating at the ocean-view restau-
rant. 
We were in Florida waiting for our cruise ship to sail to Nassau, Bahamas. My 
grandparents were somewhat familiar with the area, and made my mother and I 
come try the hidden restaurant. Besides the millions of pigeons flanking the out-
door patio, it was amazing. I had stopped looking out at the ocean and had turned 
to look up at the patio, where my grandpa sat, this time hunched in his chair. It was 
obvious that he was throwing food to the pigeons. I could feel my grandmother's 
pssh. She had noticed grandpa's behavior too and looked like she was about to yell 
across the pier at him. 
I tried to distract her by pointing out a large cargo ship that was coming into 
view. I snapped a picture of it once its insignificant dot of existence was large 
enough to capture. I took pictures of the tiny people in the distance, splashing on 
the beach in skimpy bathing suits. Even though the weather was warm, the darkness 
of the sky made it seem too eerie to actually swim. I snapped more pictures, of blue 
and yellow sailboats, red canoes, and brightly colored buildings along the beach. 
I was the only one pointing out manufactured objects and attractions. My 
mother was following my grandma's lead, for she had no camera, and was obviously 
not interested in the things that I had found. I decided to stroll over to them and 
see what they had found that was so much more interesting. Grandma was pointing 
out birds on the ocean, birds in the treetops, pigeons and pelicans flocking past the 
wood pier. She took pictures of animals scurrying across the sand below, fish jump-
ing out of the water, and strange plants climbing the limbs of the pier. She had no 
pictures of boats or people or buildings. 
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Once we felt satisfied with our plethora of pictures, we started to dance our way 
back towards grandpa and the million pigeons. Even from the pier, we could see the 
restaurant patrons' dirty looks as grandpa fed the pigeons. We knew he was doing it 
on purpose, and even though we all were thinking about it, nothing was said. As we 
got about halfway across the pier, an enormous pelican perched itself along one of 
the side rails. I had no real pictures of the birds on my camera, so I got it ready in my 
hand and started creeping towards the rail. 
Grandma had the same idea, and together we cautiously, silently, crept within 
six feet of the gargantuan bird. I stopped about five feet from the rail, content with 
the bird's ratio of size in my camera's viewfinder. I snapped a quick picture, and 
started to sneak away. Mom grabbed my arm and I swiveled around on my heels. 
Grandma was still moving towards the pelican, inching her way closer and closer 
to the unfamiliar bird. She stopped just a couple feet away from the bird. She un-
arched her frail frame and stood tall, all five feet of her. 
I stood with my mom in amazement. Just as my grandmother was raising the 
camera to her face, the pelican turned towards her and took off. It happened in a 
matter of seconds, but it felt like ages. Grandma, look out! Duck! Move! Though 
the bird was flying directly for her head, my tiny grandma did not flinch. There was 
no dip of her head, there was no bending of her knees or pivoting on her feet. She 
stood just as erect as she had before the bird took flight. 
Within one flap of its wings, the pelican had sheathed my grandma's face, 
blocking her entire head and upper shoulders from view. I couldn't speak or move 
or breathe. I stood still, feeling the warm air press against my skin and the salty air 
blow gently through my blonde curls. With another flap of its wings, the bird had 
passed my grandma and her head was safely back in our view. My eyes scanned her 
face and shoulders for any signs of scratches, blood, or stray feathers. 
Her short black hair was slightly tussled, but other than that, she looked 
perfectly fine. She turned and walked towards Mom and me briskly, with a smile I 
could not help but return. Grandma! That thing tried to take off your head! Why 
didn't you duck! I could hear my mother laughing hysterically at my side. Though 
I was smiling as well, my hands were shaking and my heart was racing. You didn't 
even flinch! I waited for a response, some illuminating truth that would make the 
reason she risked her head - and life, in my opinion - shine suddenly clearj the . 
reason that would make the sun break through the clouds, turning the dull day into 
a bright and sunny clarity. 
Well, I wanted a good picture. That was it. Simple, direct, complete. She didn't 
46 
care about the risk of her face being mauled by a large smelly bird or her hair being 
torn out by dirty talons or even the risk of the pelican releasing its runny white icing 
onto the black cake of her hair. She wanted the picture. She was there, on the pier; 
she had already taken two cameras' worth of pictures - most of them filled with 
birds - but she just had to get the picture of the death-fighter pelican. Our level of 
laughter started to escalate and we leaned against each other, a tripod oflaughing 
women. 
I was laughing because I could not believe how insane I felt my grandma to be 
at that moment. I have no idea why my mother was laughing so hard, perhaps be-
cause she just about saw her mother be taken out by a pelican that was half her size. 
Perhaps Grandma was laughing because she realized how ridiculous she had been, 
or because Mom and I were laughing so hard, or perhaps because she knew what 
the picture was going to look like. We eventually stopped laughing and went back to 
Grandpa who was still throwing our leftover food to the annoying little pigeons. 
By the time we got back to our homes and had the pictures developed, we had 
told everyone we met about Grandma's boxing match with the pelican in Florida. 
One Sunday afternoon my mom and I sat down on Grandma's dark green, corduroy 
couch and started flipping through her pictures from the trip. While we were admir-
ing the pictures, we were on a straight course to finding the pelican picture. Finally, 
we got to it. As Mom pulled it from the stack, I leaned in closer and held my breath. 
There it was. She had risked her life for that picture. It was a blur of gray and 
white. You could see the dull, unfinished wood planks in the bottom of the image 
and a glimmer of murky sea water in the middle left of the image. The entire diago-
nal and right corner were taken up by a wing and a belly. She had risked herself for 
this blurry, dull-colored picture that no one besides the three of us would ever find 
interesting. I started to flip through the pictures I had taken. There were a couple 
with birds, but mostly the pictures were of people or buildings or boats. 
I started to contemplate if I would have stood erect to take a photo of the boat 
if it was flying towards me, or of the building if it was collapsing around me, or even 
of the pelican if it had decided to fly towards my head. My grandma, the kindest and 
wisest person I know, had once again gotten something right. When I was in high 
school, and even the years before and a few after, I focused all my energy into notic-
ing the synthetic, artificial things. I read magazines, focusing on objects instead of 
the nature found within the pages. 
Even when I walked outside, I wouldn't notice the ever-changing grass or the 
colorful leaves or the animal life bouncing to and fro. I would notice the cars driving 
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past, the houses built upon the grass, the domesticated animals frolicking in fenced-
in yards. My grandma had lived many years longer than I, she had seen a lifetime's 
worth of sights. She had come to the conclusion, at some point, that the natural 
wonders were worth risking life to see and that man-made objects weren't even 
worthy of her camera. I have learned many things from my beloved grandma, but 
one thing I'll never forget is how I've learned to value the small, natural things in 
life. I may never remember the pictures I took of buildings and boats while on our 
vacation, but I'll never be able to forget that blurry, crooked picture of the enor-
mous pelican that tried to attack Grandma's head. 
Malory Klocke is a senior double majoring in English and Psychology. She is gradu-
ating May 2008, and she plans to stay in the Ames area and continue writing. This is her 
first Sketch submission. 
48 
